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Chapter 1 – Shadows over Whitehall
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London, January 1952.

The city still wore its war scars like medals—pitted stone façades, half-healed bomb lots, the faint metallic tang of coal smoke and rain. The Empire was shrinking, the Cold War swelling to fill the empty spaces it left behind.

Jack Falcon stood at the window of Department 7’s sub-basement office, watching the drizzle slide down the glass. The Thames glimmered dull and pewter beyond the Embankment lamps. He rolled a cigarette between his fingers but didn’t light it; the brass plaque on the door—NO SMOKING NEAR EQUIPMENT—still had scorch marks from the last time he ignored it.

Across the room, Dr Sparks Hargreaves wrestled with a reel-to-reel recorder. The machine whirred and clicked like an anxious beetle.

“Signal came in just after two a.m.,” Sparks said. “Unscheduled frequency, bouncing off the Swedish coast before it died. Could be atmospheric clutter—could be something else.”

Falcon turned. “You wouldn’t have woken me for clutter.”

“True. I rather enjoy ruining your sleep for meaningful reasons.” Sparks twisted a knob; a burst of static filled the room, then a fragment of distorted Morse.

Falcon’s ear caught the rhythm. “That’s not random. Someone’s trying to spell something.”

Sparks nodded. “It repeats every fifty-seven seconds. Starts with E-C-L-I-P-S-E. Then cuts off.”

Falcon felt the hair at his neck stir. “Eclipse. That mean anything upstairs?”

“Colonel March says it’s tied to a project that doesn’t officially exist. Which means, of course, it very much does.”

The door opened with a dry creak. Colonel March entered, trench-coat dripping, expression as hard as the weather. His eyes flicked to the tape deck.

“You’ve both heard it, then.”

Falcon straightened. “If it’s a Soviet transmission, it’s not coded like any I’ve seen.”

March dropped a file on the desk. The cover bore the red diagonal stripe of maximum secrecy.

“Intelligence from our Swiss attaché says a Czech physicist named Professor Kiril Novak vanished three days ago. He was meant to present research at the UN science forum in Geneva—communications technology, something to do with atmospheric reflection. The codename ECLIPSE appears in his papers.”

Sparks raised an eyebrow. “Novak—the one who built those radar-ghost experiments for the RAF before defecting east? Charming fellow. Likes cats, dislikes capitalism.”

“Apparently his dislikes have softened,” March replied. “He was traveling under UN immunity when he disappeared somewhere between Prague and Zurich.”

Falcon flipped the file open. A blurred passport photo, a manifest, a note scrawled in March’s hand: Possible abduction or defection.

“Where do we come in?” Falcon asked.

March moved to the map pinned on the wall. A thin red thread traced routes across Europe like veins under parchment.

“Zurich. You’ll rendezvous with Evelyn Drake from MI6 liaison. The Swiss authorities claim neutrality, but Keller Industries operates there—and Helene Keller has her fingers in every dark market from munitions to microfilm. If Novak’s alive, she’ll know who bought him.”

Sparks whistled softly. “Helene Keller again. You do know she once threatened to buy the Royal Navy just to annoy the Admiralty.”

Falcon slipped the file into his coat. “Then we’d best annoy her back.”

March stopped him at the door. “Falcon, this isn’t just another recovery. The Americans intercepted fragments of the same signal in the Pacific. Someone’s testing a transmitter powerful enough to blanket half the globe. If Novak’s work falls to the wrong side, the next war won’t need bombs—it’ll start with silence.”

Falcon met his gaze. “Understood.”



Zurich – Two Days Later

Snow fell in thin, dry sheets over the Bahnhofstrasse. Falcon adjusted the brim of his fedora and scanned the crowd spilling from the trams: businessmen, nuns, soldiers on leave. Somewhere among them waited Evelyn Drake, the one person he trusted to read his thoughts before he spoke them—and to twist them if it suited her.

He spotted her at a café window, trench-coat collar up, eyes hidden behind amber lenses. She waved him in with a gloved hand.

“Still chasing ghosts, Jack?” she said when he sat opposite.

“Only the ones that send telegrams from the dead,” he replied, sliding the envelope across.

She opened it, scanning Novak’s photo. “I heard rumours—Project ECLIPSE was meant to bounce encrypted messages off the ionosphere. Global coverage without satellites. But the Soviets claimed the technology fried aircraft instruments. Maybe they weren’t lying.”

Falcon leaned closer. “You’ve got Keller contacts. Any movement?”

“Helene’s throwing a reception tonight at her lakeside villa. ‘Celebrating Peace Through Progress,’” Evelyn said with a wry tilt of her mouth. “Half the world’s arms dealers will be toasting peace with stolen champagne.”

“Then we’ll be on the guest list.”

“I already arranged it. You’re an American investor in radio patents. Try to look naïve.”

“I was born that way.”

Evelyn laughed—a sound he hadn’t realized he missed until now. “Don’t get yourself killed before dessert. Helene enjoys collecting rare things; you might qualify.”



Later That Night – Keller Villa

Music drifted across the frozen lake: a string quartet fighting valiantly against polite applause. Chandeliers glowed through glass walls, refracted in the snow like constellations.

Falcon adjusted his tuxedo cuff and stepped into the foyer beside Evelyn. Servants moved silently, trays balanced like precision instruments. The guests were a mosaic of nations—French industrialists, American attachés, a sprinkling of Russian faces pretending to be Hungarian.

And at the centre, Helene Keller herself—elegant as frost, diamonds catching the candlelight. When her eyes found Falcon’s, recognition flickered.

“Mr Falcon,” she purred. “Or is it ‘Mr Falk’? I never can remember which alias you prefer.”

“Depends who’s buying the drinks.”

She smiled. “Then allow me. I always pay for what interests me.”

They drifted toward a balcony overlooking the ice-rimmed lake. Below, a barge’s faint silhouette idled under guard.

“Your reception seems heavily armed for a peace celebration,” Falcon said.

“Peace must be protected, darling. Especially from men like you.”

He followed her gaze downward—where two crates were being loaded into the barge, stencilled with a simple sun-burst symbol.

“Eclipse,” Falcon murmured.

Helene’s smile thinned. “Curiosity is a dangerous habit. If you must know, they’re components bound for Cairo. Scientific equipment. Perfectly harmless.”

“Then you won’t mind if I take a closer look.”

“Do, and you’ll be swimming with them.”

Before Falcon could answer, Evelyn approached, face tight. “Jack—Sparks just signalled. Novak’s name turned up on an airline manifest to Istanbul. Someone’s moving faster than us.”

Helene set down her glass. “It seems my evening is over. Gentlemen in your profession seldom stay past the overture.” She turned away, sequins rippling like scales.

Falcon and Evelyn slipped into the snow-dark drive, engines purring somewhere near the gates.

“Next stop, Istanbul,” he said.

Evelyn shivered. “And after that?”

Falcon looked back at the lake, where the barge vanished into the fog.

“After that,” he said, “we find out what happens when the world tries to switch itself off.”
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Chapter 2 – The Signal in the Ashes
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The flight to Istanbul shuddered through a night sky stitched with lightning. Falcon didn’t sleep. His mind replayed Keller’s expression when she’d seen that symbol on the crates — not surprise, not guilt. Ownership.

Across the aisle, Evelyn Drake was already drafting cover identities on hotel stationery. She wrote with the precision of someone who’d once forged half the post-war immigration records of Europe.

“Our arrival in Istanbul will coincide with the Congress of Peaceful Technologies,” she said without looking up. “Half the delegates are spies, the other half are pretending not to be. Convenient cover.”

Falcon rubbed his temple. “And Novak’s on the guest list?”

“Under the name ‘Dr. Jan Kovarik.’ Same initials. He’s supposed to lecture on ‘high-frequency atmospheric bounce.’” She paused. “That’s the polite term for global surveillance.”

The stewardess passed by with coffee. Falcon declined. Evelyn didn’t. The caffeine hit sharpened her eyes to ice.

“He’s running from someone, Jack,” she said. “Question is, who’s he running to?”



Istanbul – The City of Shadows

They arrived to a dawn the colour of brass. Istanbul in 1952 was a labyrinth of contradictions: mosques framed by neon signs, rickshaws weaving between American taxis, soldiers and fortune tellers sharing the same pavement. The Cold War here wasn’t cold — it simmered in every alley.

Department 7 had a safe flat above a carpet merchant in the old quarter. Falcon counted three tails before they reached it — one Russian, one French, and one who might have been both.

Sparks was already inside, hunched over a portable transmitter whose aerial poked out like a wounded insect.

“You took your time,” he said without greeting.

“Customs took an interest in Evelyn’s radio parts,” Falcon replied.

“I told them they were beauty supplies,” she added. “They didn’t believe me.”

Sparks grinned. “The tape you pulled from London? It’s spreading. I’ve tracked variants of that ECLIPSE signal bouncing between transmitters in Ankara, Cairo, and somewhere in the Indian Ocean. Someone’s stitching a network together, piece by piece.”

Falcon leaned over the map. Red pins glittered like blood drops. “So Novak’s the thread. What about Rostov?”

“Funny you ask,” Sparks said. “Our double-dealing friend checked into the Pera Palace yesterday. Registered as Mikhail Romanov — subtle as always. Claims to represent a Soviet trade mission.”

Evelyn folded her arms. “If Rostov’s in town, the KGB aren’t far behind. I’ll make contact through the French legation. He owes me a debt.”

Falcon raised an eyebrow. “You mean he owes you money.”

“Same difference.”



The Meeting at the Pera Palace

The hotel’s lobby smelled of tobacco, cognac, and faded empire. Every second guest was an informer, every third a diplomat pretending otherwise.

Rostov appeared in the mirror first — broad, scarred, wearing a white linen suit that didn’t suit him.

“Ah, Falcon,” he said, his accent a gravelled melody. “I wondered when the British would crawl from their basements.”

Falcon didn’t offer a handshake. “You know where Novak is.”

Rostov smiled. “Everyone knows where Novak was. He boarded a cargo flight south last night. Destination: Cairo.”

Evelyn’s tone cut in. “Who’s he working for?”

“Not Keller, not Moscow. Something larger — something that frightens both. They call themselves the Consortium of the Eclipse. Scientists, generals, and bankers. East and West alike. They plan to control the new frontier — the airwaves.”

Falcon frowned. “A private Cold War.”

“Precisely. And Novak built the matchstick they need to light it.”

Rostov sipped his drink. “If you wish to reach him, you’ll need an entry permit to the Egyptian frontier. Fortunately, I happen to trade in such items.”

Falcon tossed a small packet on the table. Inside were a few American dollars and a Department 7 travel chip. “Consider this advance payment.”

Rostov pocketed it smoothly. “Careful, my friend. In Cairo, the sand swallows secrets whole.”

As they turned to leave, he added, “One more thing — a woman travels with Novak. A photographer. Ingrid Vale. She sees everything and forgets nothing. Perhaps even you, Falcon.”



The Fire on the Docks

They reached the safe flat to find it already compromised. Sparks was gone; the transmitter smoked on the floor, half-melted, wires hissing. Outside, sirens howled toward the waterfront.

Falcon bolted through the narrow alleys, Evelyn close behind. The dawn was turning toxic — smoke rising over the Bosphorus. At the docks, a warehouse was ablaze. Crates split open, spilling gutted radios, reels of magnetic tape.

Through the smoke he saw Sparks, coughing but alive, dragging a suitcase toward the water.
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